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Dies as a dog dies, doomless.    Now, your pleasure;
I prate no more.

Queen.               Shall I be handled thus ?

BothwelL   You have too much been handled other-
wise ;

Now will I keep you from men's hands in mine,
Or lack the use of these.

Qiieen.                           What, to strike me ?

You shall not need; give me a knife to strike
That I may let my life out in his eye,
Or I will drown myself.

BothwelL                    Why, choose again;

I cross you not.

Queen.              Give me a knife, I say.

Arthur Erskine. Make not our hearts bleed, madam,

as they burn
To hear what we hear silent.

BothwelL                           Comfort her;

You were her chamber-knight on David's day.

Arthur Erskine.    My lord, the reverence that the

queen's sight bears

And awe toward her make me thus slow to set
My hand to do what work my heart bids; else
I would not doubt to stand before your grace
And make such answer as her servant may.

Quern.     Forbear him, Arthur; nay, and me; 'tis.I
On whom all strokes first fall and sorest smite,
Who most of all am shieldless, without stay,
And look for no man's comfort.    Pray you, sir,
If it be in your will that I cast off         *